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Sse oe Who are they and what 
| } * Ne Raine é can be done about them? 


Special Report 


By JIM MURPHY 
TONIGHT 


CAUTION 


DQ NOT LIE OR EXAGGERATE ON 
THE QUESTIONNAIRE. !F YOUR 
ANSWERS ARE ''OFF", YOU MAY 
FIND YOUR DATE MORE REPUL- 
SIVE THAN YOUR MOST HIDEOUS 
NIGHTMARES. 


Our clients guarantee they 
give sex on the first date! 
If you're looking to meet 
another weirdo and fuck 
their brains out,APPLY NOW: 
to our franchised Mutamat= 
chers. 

These dates are for sex. If your date doesn't 
give sex, he/she gets no more dates without 
expen$ive THERAPIST. 

If you slam your date around without said 
date's permission or snuff your date, we'll 
either take legal action or have you shot. 


if we set you up, be on time (no more than 
an hour. late) or you must meet THERAPIST. 


SETH DEITCH 

Yo STUPID PUBLISh ING 

534 REVERE $7 

REVERE, MA 
O2l5/ 


©the LASER 
PROJECT 


Fig. 1 From the Stanford-Binet Intelligence Test 
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Jesus: This sure took a long time but 
here it is... the new GET STUPID. You 
have no doubt noticed that this package 
sort of lacks a few of the thinas most of 
us normally associate with your typical 
news stand type periodical. No staples, 
no numbered pages, no particular order of 
presentation, in fact you might doubt 
that this stack of papers that is cur- 
rently making an \NFERVAL clutter all over 
your CoFFIE table is really a magazine at 
all. Well it's not. It's just the stupid 
contents of what might be a single coherent 
book if you want it to be. These pages can 
with little work be bound into the tradi- 
tional codex format or the pages may be 
glued edge to edge to forma scroll. The 
more creative among you may wish to take a 
more fanciful tack, folding it into mobius 
bands, hexaflexagons, grade school school 
fortune telling devices, thus revealing the 
material from constantly changing persvec- 
tives, or you can just cram the whole 
unholy mess back into the envelope. The 
reverse side of the "cover" contains de- 
tailed instructions for dedicated time 
wasters ¥ 


This issue of GET STUPID has more people 
contributing than ever before. Furthermore 
it is going to more and farther places than 
ever before, thus giving us a broader base 
for embarassment and ridicule than ever 
before. 


. 


I would like to take this opportunity 
to say that freedom of the press is a joke. 
If there was real freedom of the press we 
would be able to reach as wide an audience 
as NEWSWEEK or LIFE but the fact is that 
only the conspiracy mouth pieces with mil- 
lions of bucks to spend distributing their 
tryvial pap can reach the great masses. 

Mr. and Mrs. John Q. Public, you lose. 

Were it not for the open-check booked faith 
of one person who prefers to be known as 
"The Cold, Hard Bitch with the Cash" (here- 
after referred to as CHBC) you might not be 
reading this, and so this issue of GET 
STUPID is dedicated to her. 


While I am thanking people I cannot ig- 
nore our staff and contributors, not one 
of whom took a dime for their labors. They 
are J-Hova 10, Scott Rasmussen, the Rev. 
Cleve Duncan, the Rev. Ivan Stang, 
Alexander Smith and my humble self. I 
would also like to thank everybody who 
bought this. I would like to thank "BOB" 
for all that SLACK and everything that 

comes with it. 


Well all I have to do is finish this 
and get it typed and we can print this rag and 
get on with the next one. -BUT... One more 
thing. We want to hear from you. We want 
to publish your work IF IT IS STUPID ENOUGH. 
If you're not sure what we mean then don't 
bother. But if you see some shadow of 
what you perceive as reality in these 
pages... call us because we are calling 
you. Thank you. 


¥ LIE. 
SIAR CL [E+ 1 OFC 
Get Stupid 534 Revere st, Revere MA 02151 


MR. SCIENCE 
TELLS ALC!! 


Taped leetures in the 
forbidden sciences for 
Fool and Scholar alike 
jfl Physics & Meta~ 
physics:The Mutronb/w 
Facts about the before 
life by Seth Deiten 
and Buck Naked. 
comminG soon!t!tl 
leeture tape 72 Subgenius 
Alehemy by Scott Nasmuss6n 
The hi da te Universe by 
Ivan Stang, Also available 
is musie by The Imaginary 
playmates and The Doktors for 
Utter Stupidity! All tapes are | 
@5 each from; Get Stupid 
534 Kewere st. 
Hevere Ma O2151 
or eall;(617) 284-4733 
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THE WAY OF THE MALTAFARI 


[Code of the Goon] 


O Come, Ye of Iron Liver, and lift your 
aluminum chalice with me in toast to the 
most holy schism - the Church of Maltafari, 
worshippers of the Holy Hops, the sacra- 
ment of the Malt. THROW DOWN YOUR DRUGS AND 
LIFT UP YOUR MUGS, THUGS - THE HOLY HOP HAVE 
THE POWER TO MAKE YO BRAIN POP! We are a 
cult based on the ingestion of myriad cases 
daily of the holy juices, the Wacky 
Spackys as it has come to pass, and the so- 
cial and physiological ramifications and jus- 
tifications of said practice. 


The Maltafarians were formed in 1979 by 
Cleve Dunkan and Chris Maher after a reve- 
‘lation during one late night swillfest. 
While viewing an Ed McMahon Alpo commercial, 
Ed's voice disappeared from the audio track 
and was replaced by a different, more garbled 
and slurred, voice. It was soon learned, in 
a rambling stooperd introduction, that the 
intosicated intruder was Mal Tafary, who 
during his earthly life had been a beertender 
in a run down ginmill in lower Manhattan 
which had the cheapest liquor prices of any 
place in the world, a place which to this day 
is haunted by the spirits of the Holics 
Past. (Actually, every major city as one 
of these. Cleve himself prays every Sunday 
in The Blue Sands (AKA the Blue Gland) in 
Boston's old textile district. He swears 
he's had a couple of Knickerbockers there 
with the ghost of Brendan Behan, but then 
again Cleve's been known to talk to himself 

in a rap booth, too.) Mal also revealed 
that he was a teenage drinking buddy of 
Lenny Bruce and Buddy Hackett in 
Brooklyn, N.Y. He chose Ed McMahon as 
his medium because, as co-host of the 
Tonight show, he was the highest paid al- 
coholic in America, none too shabby a 
task. Mal informed Cleve and Chris 

that they had discovered the true way and 
that they should join forces with others 
like them to form a safety-in-numbers club 
to protect Maltafarians from the forces 


that work against them, like Mothers 
Against Drunk Drivers, police roadblocks, 
Blue Laws prohibiting sale of alcoholic 
bevs at certain times and days, Buddy 
Wheels and breathylyzers, health and 
fitness fanatics, people who are 
clogging the highways going to work 
while you're trying to get home to go 

to bed, and of course the dreaded 
European Holy Hour, where bars in 

certain parts of Europe have to close be- 
tween 3 and 4 o'clock in respect to 
Christ's death. (I mean, fuck, he was 
drinkin' muscatel off a sponge while 

he was chillin out there on the cross, 
for chrits sake. ) 

Joiners to the cause came fast and 
furious, and a new army of dedicated 
holics walked proud amongst the ranks of 
the lowly, pathetic so-shill drinkers, 
standing proud with their livers in a bag 
and their searing silver piss, rallying 
around the first holy commandment: IF 
YOU CAN'T BEAY ‘EM, FUCK 'EM! 


What the Maltafarians preach and be- 
lieve is based on the concept of 
STRENGTH THROUGH DISFIGUREMENT. Beer 
in itself is an integral yet not ex- 
clusive element in the Maltafarian way of 
life. Most American beer drinkers are 
fat, lazy sn-lobs who have little desire 
or knowledge of the true powers of the 
brew in which they partake. Most 
people drink to escape problems and 
reality. Maltafarians, conversely, 
drink to create problems for those 
normals around them so they can indulge 
in the holy aura of PARTYHEARTY and be the 
true social buffoons they were in fact born 
to be. That is why the darkest day on 
the Maltafarian calendar is the dreaded 
AMATEUR NIGHT, known to pinkboys as 
New Years Eve, when every normal 
feels obliged to get pie-faced even 
though they don't understand the power 
and therefore ruin the goodtimes of we 
stooges who take the job every day. All 
these idiots do is crowd the bars, talk 


Toud and stupid, smash up the roads, 

and give alcohol a bad name. For- 
tunately, these gnats will kill off 
themselves and each other due to the fact 


that they DO NOT UNDERSTAND THE POWER. 


The Maltafarian not only understands 
the power, but knows how to use it and abuse 
it to his/her advantage. One power is the 
holy SANITY FLUSH. A great power of the 
malt is to make every member a Space 
Shot for NASSA, a true ASSTROWNUT. Every 
morning after a disfigurement bout, the 
Maltafarian enters the tabernacle of 
excremeditation prepared to BLAST OFF, 
to "shoot the moon" so to speak. This 
great cleansing process clears the head 
as well as the intestines. Its: ef- 
fectiveness is doubled if it's performed 
after a wake-up call game of Hide the 
Salami; the Maltafarian will then have 
gotten rid of all the substances that re- 
Side in the GUDA CHAKRA region and will 
head off to the bar feeling like a new 
stooge. A new lightness and quickness 
of step will send the Maltafarian on hiw 
way to face another day. 


Another important element in the Way is 
the act of getting REFLECTIVE while having a 
bout with the PLATE OF PAIN, i.e. the Mirror 
of disfigurement, by partaking in the sacra- 
ment of What it Look Like. (This can also 
be taken with the PooperScooper of the 
Clamshell] Reliance). Constant whiffing 
of the sacrament produces the most desired 
effect, the BRAINEMA, in which the contents 
of the brain are hosed out ae breakneck 
speed, thereby removing all unwanted parti- 
cles and boosting and building up the loose 
parts into a more cohesive force. If the 
beer takes care of the lower torso, so the 
What It Look Like takes care of the upper. 
THE CLEANER SOMETHING IS, THE BETTER IT 
WORKS. But it cannot be so clean as to re- 
main totally purified. Ths brings us to 
the diet of the Maltafarian. Essentially, 
the worse something is supposed to be for 
you, the better it in fact is. You are told 
by the medical and governmental lackeys al] 
about what you should do and shouldn't do to 
have a better life. It's all bullsht. 
They tell you all that stuff to keep you 
weak. They know of the power, but lie about 
it to you. They tell you how to live right 
and eat right and exercise right and fuck 
right and shit right and fart right and 
every fucking thing else, BUT THEY'RE ALL 
WRONG. THEY'RE JUST TRYING TO KEEP YOU 
IN YOUR SELF-IMPOSED PLACE, SO THEY CAN RE- 
TAIN PSYCHOLOGICAL POWERS OVER YOU. IF 
THEY TOLD YOU HOW RADIOACTIVE YOU REALLY ARE, 
THEY WOULDN'T BE ABLE TO SCARE YOU WITH 
HORROR STORIES OF RUSSIANS AND BOMBS AND ALL 
THAT OTHER HORSESHIT. IF THEY TOLD YOU THAT 


AFTER THE BOMB FALLS YOU'LL FEEL THE SAME 
WAY YOU DO NOW, THEYRE'LL JUST BE LESS 

OF YOU, THEY WOULDN’*T BE SO CONCERNED 

WITH TRYING TO PLAY THEIR IDIOTIC GAMES 
WITH THEIR "ENEMIES" BECAUSE NO ONE 

WOULD GIVE A FUCK. THE ONLY REASON WE HAVE 
POLITICIANS AND MILITARISTS IS SO THAT GUYS 
WHO CAN'T FUCK CAN HAVE A JOB, SO THEY CAN 
GET A HARD-ON IN THEIR HEADS, ‘CAUSE THE 
ONLY TIME THEY USE THEIR WORTHLESS 
SHRIVELED PECKERS IS TO TAKE A LEAK, AND 

A TOXIC YELLOW ONE AT THAT, NOT THE TRUE 
HOLY SILVER SPRAY OF THE MALTAFARI. 


The only way to live, therefore, is 
to partake of as many poisons available, 
thereby building up a superhuman immuni ty 
System. Just because the rest of humanity 
has worked to stop evolution doesn't mean you 
have to. Remember the insects and the DDT. 
Made them pretty fucking Strong, didn't it? 
How ‘bout them cockroaches. Who do you 
think is gonna take the torch from man 
after we've gone the way of the dinosaurs. 
Eat junk food. Eat and drink tons of 
chemical preservatives. PUT HOT SAUCE ON 
ANYTHING AND EVERYTHING. The hotter the 
better. Burn a hole in your digestive 
tract. Listen to everything so loud it 
makes your ears ooze. You'll never need 
a Q-Tip again. Your ears will be so 
clean you'll be able to hear somebody fart 
from across the street. EAT RAW MEAT. 
Don't forget sushi with hot sauce. BUILD 
THE TOLERANCE. YOU WILL SURVIVE. By 
parting in the yin/yang of poison enter/ 
poison exit you will build a strength 
unknown to others, keeping clean while re- 
maining poisoned. And when it comes to 
exercising, don't bother with jogging or 
nautilus or any of that other corporate 
nonsense. JUST. FUCKS -swRUCKS: FRUGKYAS 
IF YOUR LIFE DEPENDED ON IE, BECAUSE IT 
FUCKING DOES. 


The Way of the Maltafari shall not be 
forsaken. 


Part 2: TROUBLESHOOTING THE 
MALTAFARIAN 


Since the basic doctrine of Maltafari 
frowns on any type of moderation, and 
Since too much is always better than not 
enough but even still sometimes too 
much, we at the church of Maltafari have 
devised and created devices that will 
let you continue to "take the job", so 
to speak. While under the care of the phy- 
Sician-in-attendance at ringside, the esti- 
mable Dr. Felix "Martini" Kruell, any of 
these fine products can be yours (prices 
available upon request). 


. LIVER CASTS: Waking up with a pounding 
sensation in the lower back region? 
Sounds like one cocktail too many! You 
snould have installed a fine re- 
chargable LIVER CAST! of your very 
own. Yes, the very same ones worn by 
all the members of THE FABULOUS 
BILLYGOONS and the even more fabulous 
PENDLETON ASSOCIATES. Let Dr. Kruell 
put a zipper in your back, then wrap 
your liver up in a plaster-of-paris 
cast. Guaranteed to keep swelling to 
a minimum and hold your liver in 
place. Needs to be changed every 

6 months or every 20,000 drinks, 
whichever comes first. (Probably the 
drinks.) Easily removed by the in- 
genious zipper, which also provides 
orifice/access potential to gay men and 
anyone else who REALLY wants to get 
fucked up the backside. Subsequent 
operations cost less than initial one, 
since the skill saw is needed only 
once. 


2. NASAL TEFLON INSERTS: Wake up with a red 


pillow again? Think it's time to go to 
the joke shop and buy a rubber Bozo nose 
so at least you'll have a spare one on 
hand? Tired of buying 3 boxes of kleenex 
a day when what you really need is a 
pick and shovels Then buy our NASAL 
TEFLON INSERTS‘ and fear deviated sep- 
tum no longer. Have Dr. Kruell or 

Rev. Cleve measure the interior of YOUR 
nasal cavities for your custom designed 
and fitted "nose warmers". Easily re- 
movable and can be sprayed clean with 
any kitchen cleaner (or floor cleaner 
if you're really gettin down.) Puta 
new whiff in your life. One time cost 
only, including half your what it look 
like given to us. Hey it’s only fair. 


3. WILLIAM HOLDEN DRINKING HELMET: Are you 


afraid of table ends, chairs, ap- 
pliances, crowbars, or anything else 


that could snuff it for you during a fall 
while in a pie-faced stupor? Then don't 


get caught drinking without your 
WILLIAM HOLDEN DRINKING HELMET!™, the 
same kind not worn by the famous actor 
himself during his last lost weekend. 
Optional CHEEP RUG toupee for formal 
wear available on request. 


4. BILLYGOON PHONE SCREENING SERVICE: Tired 


of having your wife, collection agency, 


former friends you inadvertently insulted 


while intoxed, etc., et. al., calling 
the bar looking for you? Don't leave 
your favorite hangout, just let a 
Billygoon do the talking for you. No 
one will ever call you again, hell | 
they'll probably never fucking TALK to 
you again: Services available 


ES HE STILL] oype 

You, Bvt HE IS ON A TOP 
SECRET M/5S/OM IN 
MONG oLIAI 


include Basic ("He still loves you", "I 
haven't seen him in days/weeks/hours/etc.", 
"Didn't he die recently?", etc.); inter- 
mediate (drunken slurred nonsense and 
selling items nobody needs like Pork Belly 
Futures) and Advanced (full fledged 
hellfire and brimstone deros raising 
rant). No more problems. And don't 

worry if you lose all your friends and 
your earthly possessions, too; 

you'll] still have the Goons. (Alibis also 
available.) Models available include 
Pendleton Associates. 


LESS Hy: 
San d 


These are just some of the many fine 
items offered to Maltafarians and the pub- 
lic at large ('cause they're probably the 
only ones who could afford this shit.) 
There are many others too numerous and 
obscure to start to name here, and there 
are many more still to come. And if 
you have friends you think need to be 
straightened out and made to see the 
light, don't forget our ever popular 
CRAINIAL/RECTAL INVERSION, designed 
to take the head of even the PINKEST 
of mediocretins and shitheadians out of 
his/her/its ass. FREE YOUR ASS AND YOUR 
MIND WILL FOLLOW; IT WORKS BOTH WAYS 
SUCKA. 


For further information, put al] 
your money in a shoebox and sent it 


 MALTAFAR\ 


c/o Toomey 
803 E. Broadway 
Boston Ma. 02127 


They'll make sure it gets to Cleve, 
Lester, Loki Chiswick, and Kruell and 
the gang; they won't accept mail for 
them at wino shelters and detox centers 
anymore. 


by - The Rev. Br. Cleveland 
"Dough-nit" Dunkan IIT, 
Esq. J¥.e P.O. A.M © 
C20aB.g P.F cl. ~9 Ce 0. Me 


(Pope of all Massachusetts - 
Church of the SubGenius; PieFaced 
Idiot - Church of Maltafari) 


© 1984 CLEVE 


CONFESSIONS OF A MAN OF "BOB" 


by Rev. Ivan Stang it to work and eventually discovers that 
the best thina to work toward is shuttin 

I am not stupid enough and I admit it down again. SLACK is a fluctuation be- 
this without reservations. I am not only tween ISNESS and NOTNESS, and if you can 
a SubGenius, but an Apprentice OverMan and SYNC UP your RHYTHMS of MIND VS. NOMIND, 
Sacred Scribe in the Church -- and yet I you will suddenly "lock in" with the Slack 
have not even begun to scratch the sur- Waves of the Luck Plane. GIVE UP -- and 
face of the tip of the great HAMBURGER of FLOAT ON SLACK. GET STUPID. GET BACK 
Stupidity that is my final goal. For I TO YOUR ROOTS. CAST AWAY NEUROTIC 
want to be like "BOB" someday. I want to CONCEPTS OF "INTELLIGENCE." RETREAT TO 
be so stupid that I achieve True Slack, VICTORY. GIVE UP AND WIN. "PULL THE WOOL 
and not even be able to appreciate it. I OVER YOUR OWN EYES." 


want to be so innocent and helpless, men- 

tally, that I am no longer able to "think" AS UNDER, SO OVER. 

or "plan" for myself, so that the LUCK At the end of the movie BEING THERE, 
Plane is Disconnected and everything auto- Chance the Gardner walks on water and 
matically starts to happen in my favor. becomes the Messiah because he doesn't know 


, 1d will 
Many do not fully understand that this @"Y better. Le us pray that the woe 
ie iptiecd the way er works. He is smartaccePpt the mental shackles our "BOB" prof- 


fers, that we too may, in time, BECOME 
enough to be dumb enough to LET THINGS ‘ ; 
HAPPEN, or to do the WRONG THING PERFECTLY. oe ENOUGH TO FORGET HOW TO DESTROY THE 


I want to have "BOB's" great POWER that 


even the Pope of the Vatican envies -- "The stupider it looks, the more im- 
the POWER to FAIL PROFOUNDLY. I want to portant it probably is." 

escape my half-cocked mode of minor folly --"BOB" at the birth of his twin 
and rocket off into full-tilt ASININITY Down Syndrome sons, "Bib" and 
EVEN BEYOND what I have achieved already. "Bub," who now at age 17 control 


As some old glib bullshitter once 
Said, "In the Country of the Blind, the 
One-Eyed Man is King." "BOB" says, "In 
the World Without Slack, the No-Brained 
Man is King." 


But Dobbs-Approved Stupidism must not 
be confused with Pink Stupidity. The 
crippling False Stupidity of the 
Mediocretin Majority is nought but a ee 
stepping-stone to the even more insidious gee 
and habit-forming FALSE SLACK. Our stu- 2 
pidity comes from the instinctual ability 
to shut the brain off at will, whereas 
a Normal does not comprehend that s/his : 
brain can even be turned on, at all. It BIB 
may be more "intelligent," by its stan- 
dards, than a SubGenius, but it is atro- 
phied. The SubGenius may have far less 
to work with, but he automatically puts 


75% of the Dobbs financial empire. 


"GET STUPID" is published when the mood strikes us by the stupid 

publishing guys, address all corespondenee te: GLT STLFIL 534 revere oo 
Revere MA 02151 . All the stuff herein is copyrite by the author, artist | 
and/or GET STUPID. Price; $3.00 FOR ADULTS ONLY. also not for sale to | 


peliticians, pinks, hip wimps ,assholes,fools, geeks, mediocritans,bozos | 
and profesinnal hoeky players, This publication may possibly be traded | 


for other publieations or sexual favors. write for details, ©1984 
eee Write for details, \) 


A few words on the structure of this mag. Although 
the material contained herein is loose, it Bay be with 
little diffieulty formed into a book of sotts. The page 
with tre full eolor insert is your "cover" whieh sheuld 
ke pasted to the outside of the envelope this all eame in 
then seal the envelope amd ett around three ef tke four 
edges so that you arive at sometking that resembles a book 

ecver. Now, useing your handy hole pumek and some brass 
brads and a little imagination, yeu ought te arrive at some 
~tring resembling a magazine witk stuff stieking out all 
over the plaee. dont worry thata the way its supposed to 
look. Have fun. 
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